64         FROM PRIVATE TO FIELD-MARSHAL
descend eastwards to the Yarkand river and Gobi desert westwards to the Oxus and the Aral Sea ; and southward; to the Indus and Indian Ocean. As far as the eye coulc reach, gigantic peaks, clothed in perpetual snow, soarec proudly up into the blue heavens at heights of 25,000 fee and more above sea-level, and this incomparable array o mountain majesty was rendered the more impressive b^ the apparent total absence of life of any kind, and by th< great stillness which eve^rwhere prevailed. No house, tree bird, animal, or man was visible, the overpowering solitud< being broken only by the distant thunder of an occasiona avalanche, when a grey smoke would ascend to the sk] showing where the mass of fallen snow had subsided I remained absorbed and appalled by the magnitudi of Nature's works, feeling but a very small aton in the Universe, until a cold shiver told me that thi sun had disappeared behind the mountain-tops overlooking my camp, and that the temperature, according to it; nightly custom, was rapidly falling below freezing-point Wrapped up in all the rugs and blankets I possessed, an< fortified by a hot meal, I lay down for a few hours' rest but it was some time before the sensations of the afternooi allowed me to fall asleep.
The march was resumed at 2 A.M., the going then beini quite hard and the snow sparkling in the light of a per fectly clear moon like a vast field of diamonds. The to; of the pass, 15,200 feet, was reached after four hours' sti: climbing. From this point the pass runs either north west over a glacier to the Baroghil Pass, 12,460 feel or north-east over the surface of another glacier t the Shawitakh Pass, 12,560 feet. I followed the forme] reaching the farther edge of the snowfield just as th heat of the new sun was causing it again to become so; and impassable. I halted for the night on the le: bank of the Yarkhun river, which has its source in tt adjacent glaciers and eventually joins the Kabul rive near Jalalabad under the name of the Kunar. Tt following day I forded this icy-cold stream on the bac of a yak, my bare feet and legs receiving the coldest bat they have ever had. Turkestan. From this region the melting snowslse not only claimed that title but exercised it. I was afraid that this difference of opinionese little floats to prevent a capsize. The passage of rivers is also made on rafts of inflated skins supporting a frameworkiably two months' imprisc
